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With his small band to fall, and ne'er return. But oft as he was sent, as often he Returned victorious with fresh laurels gained. And when the bards before the king and queen Recited in the ancient palace hall The battles bravely won, the glories of The war, fair Chandra's face with joy, e'en like The lotus, beamed, and as by magic charmed, Disclosed a thousand beauties centred there. Though silent she, her looks to all made known Her love for Timmaraj, the author brave Of all his country's good.   Yet still she kept A seal upon her lips, until by chance An incident occurred which sealed her fate. As on the sand near by the water's edge One   thoughtless   stands   to   watch   with   eager
eyes
The surf that beats continuous on the shore, And suddenly when least expected flows A wave that reaches far beyond the rest, So stood the king and queen of Vijiaporc In parents' place, tempting their daughter fair To marry whom she loved not, could not love, When Chandra suddenly her mind declared.